206   MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

species. Jean Coq is the more ardent, Jean
Mouton the more melancholy, but they are simple
fellows both, and believe what their newspapers tell
them. This throws a dazzling light upon their
innocence, for it is not easy to believe what their
newspapers tell them* I take you all to witness, all
you famous impostors, you forgers of all time ; you
egregious liars, distinguished tricksters, notorious
creators of fictitious errors and illusions ; you
whose time-honoured frauds have enriched literature,
sacred and profane, by so many dubious volumes ;
authors of apocryphal Greek, Latin, Hebrew, Syrian
and Chaldean writings which have so long deceived
learned and ignorant alike ; you, false Pythagoras,
false Hermes-Trismegistus, false Sanchoniathon,
fallacious editors of the Orphic poems and the Sibyl-
line books ; false Enoch, false Esdras, pseudo-Cle-
ment and pseudo-Timothy; and you lord abbots who,
to assure yourselves of the possession of your lands
and privileges, forged in the reign of Louis IX the
charters of Clotaire and Dagobert ; and you,
doctors of canon law, who based the pretensions of
the Holy See on a heap of sacred decretals composed
by yourselves ; and you, wholesale manufacturers
of historical memoirs : Soulavie, Courchamps,
Touchard-Lafosse, lying Weber, lying Bourrienne ;
you, sham executioners and sham police-agents, who
wrote the sordid memoirs of Samson and Monsieur